CHAPTER 167 


October 6, 2011 


“Yeah, so then the Indian hangs himself... And that’s the end of the book. | don’t... | 
don’t get what the point of any of that was. At all.” 


Justin, Chie, and Yosuke were making their way to school, talking about the 
miserable excuse that was their assigned reading for the quarter. They had a quiz 
on it in class today; but god knows none of them actually read it. Why would they 
when sparknotes would read it for them, after all? Well except Chie, who was all 
about ethically finishing her homework or something. If they said read the book, 
she’d read the book. Too bad she fell asleep reading the book last night and had to 
resort to asking Justin and Yosuke what the hell happened. Yosuke of course wanted 
to act like a douche and just poke fun at her for not doing the reading ahead of 
time; even though he himself hadn’t even read the book. Justin was counting on him 
failing the test just so he could shove it down his throat. Oh, you think she should 
have read more? | don’t think you’re in any place to judge. 


“...Drugs are bad?” Chie questioned, as if proposing a theory as to what the purpose 
of any of the shit that happened in the novel was. All she got out of that was society 
sucks, drugs suck, and Indians are cool. Justin sighed, shaking his head a bit. He 
doubted that was the moral of the story, but at this point he’d say it was a much 
better theory than what he had. And what he had was some guy REALLY wanted to 
make an erotic novel and try to disguise it as something else. Disgusting books 
aside, the group was stopped dead in their tracks by Chie walking into someone. 
Justin couldn’t help but fist pump; not because Chie walked into someone, but 
because he wasn’t the one to walk straight into someone this time. “Oh! Naoto-kun, 
I’m so sorry!” Chie hurriedly apologized, pressing the side of her hand against her 
mouth with surprise as Naoto readjusted herself. She seemed kind of ticked off by 
the collision, but otherwise she was unscratched. “I wasn’t looking where | was 
going, I’m sorry... | uh... See you’re back to school... Are you... feeling better now?” 
Chie awkwardly questioned, not really sure how to keep the conversation going 
after walking right into Naoto. Thankfully, Naoto seemed to get over that kind of shit 
when it came to business. And given that these people were connected in some 
capacity to the murders; this was her business. 


“Yes, thanks to all of you.” Naoto cleared her throat slightly as she readjusted 
herself, straightening out the clothes that had been wrinkled by her and Chie’s 
collision but a moment earlier. “I'd like to thank you once again for what 
happened.” Naoto repeated, as if she hadn’t just thanked them two seconds earlier. 
Furthermore, none of them wanted her thanks; for entirely different reason. Chie 
and Yosuke didn’t want it because they were just doing their job. Justin didn’t want 
it because she was a hypocrite. He didn’t want SHIT from her. Too bad that wasn’t 


really his decision to make; otherwise Naoto would have been long gone. Possibly 
tied to an anchor and thrown off a bridge. Justin crossed his arms and glared at the 
girl, not saying anything, but making it pretty clear he was pissed through body 
language. He had nothing to say to her. Not now, not ever. 


“Don't mention it. But hey, your uniform...” Yosuke pointed out, eyes distracted by 
the sight of Naoto still wearing the guy’s uniform. Perhaps it was the fact that she 
was still trying to look like a guy to her peers, perhaps it was just that she didn’t 
want to fix what wasn’t broken. Hell, maybe she just liked dressing that way. It did 
beg the question what the school would say about it if they ever found out... which 
given some of the chit chat Justin could hear from passerbys, was very, very 
probable. 


“Hey it’s the Detective Prince.” 


“That’s no Prince. | heard he’s a she!” Naoto looked down at the ground, sighing 
Slightly, clearly not a fan of the discussion two girls walking by had been talking 
about. It was one thing to be talked about behind your back. It was another to be 
talked about in that kind of light. All she had worked to hide from the world had 
been destroyed in a single instant; and yet she didn’t even know how or when. It 
just did. It was embarrassing to say the least; not to mention she had no idea where 
the rumor had come from. The only ones who knew were the investigation te- 


Justin you son of a bitch. 
“Huh!? Y-You serious!? If he’s a she, then uh... O-Oh crap!” 
“Aww... I'm kinda disappointed, but then again, there's something neat about it...” 


“Yeah... If you look at it a certain way, doesn't she seem pretty cool?” The girls 
continued to talk as they walked by. You’d think Naoto should have taken it as a 
compliment that despite her gender everyone considered her cool. Of course, last 
Justin checked muting someone for the rest of their life wasn’t ‘cool.’ It sickened 
him to think Naoto could get away with this shit, that after all she had done to ruin 
his and Maya’s life, she just got to walk free because technically her shadow wasn’t 
here. He just had to sit there and bite his tounge, watching as she went on with her 
life as if nothing had ever happened. He didn’t like Naoto. In fact, he hated Naoto. 
He wasn’t sure if there was anyone in this world he hated more. But he had to keep 
it to himself. He had to sit there and pretend she hadn’t fucked him and Maya over. 
And he hated it; almost as much as he hated her. Hate. Hate. 


“My, my... Rumors spread so quickly.” Naoto remarked, adjusting her hat as she 

continued to avoid eye contact, clearly embarrassed about all of this. Justin scoffed, 
making a ‘pfft’ sound. That clearly caught everyone off guard. They were under the 
impression everyone was on okay terms ever since Naoto had gotten kidnapped. It 


seemed they had neglected to consider the fact that Maya would be just fine if it 
weren't for Naoto’s dumbass plan. 


“Five bucks says that girl put a love letter in your damn locker.” Justin remarked 
after a moment, still glaring at Naoto. Naoto didn’t say anything to Justin, instead 
keeping her eyes carefully trained upon him. She had seen him pissed before, but 
there was something different about this; about the way he looked at her, the way 
he spoke to her. This wasn’t just disdain for her; there was something much more 
powerful about the hatred in his eyes right now. Justin sighed with anger before 
pushing past everyone, making his way inside. He couldn’t stand being here any 
longer than he already was. If he didn’t leave now, he was going to lose his temper. 
The others just watched with surprise as Justin stormed off, disappointed that he 
still wouldn’t let go of this petty feud of his. 


“| see somethings don’t change.” 


“First, | heard the doorbell ring.” 


The group had all gathered at Junes, Kurt included for once since this was kind of 
important. Even though he hadn’t much to contribute to the investigation, knowing 
very little about the circumstances involving the television, it still would be nice for 
some extra input. At the moment, Naoto was recapping what she remembered from 
the night she had been kidnapped. Most of the group was intentive, listening 
carefully to the girl. Justin was not, simply tapping his fingers against the table in 
what seemed like a half-assed attempt at drowning Naoto out. And it was kind of 
working if not getting on everyone’s nerves. It was clear he didn’t want to be 
anywhere near Naoto; and if Chie hadn’t practically dragged him out here, he 
probably wouldn’t be. 


“But when | opened the front door, | saw no one there... Just as alarm bells sounded 
in my mind, someone grabbed me roughly from behind and covered my mouth with 
something. Immediately afterward, | was put into something like a sack and most 
likely carried on the culprit's shoulder.” Naoto continued to remark, taking slight 
pauses as she spoke to try and recall the details, eyes seemingly focused on 
nothing and something at the same time, eyes moving but not really looking at 
anything. Most everyone seemed impressed by her ability to recall all this, hell even 
though Justin hated this girl with all his heart he couldn’t deny that what she had 
managed to do was nothing short of a miracle and useful as all fuck. 


“Wow, how could you remember all that?” Rise questioned, fascinated that 
someone Naoto’s size had managed to remember stuff that none of them combined 
could have pieced together. Hell, how she could have remained conscious longer 
than Kanji was a mystery in and of it. You’d think Kanji would have put up a fight, 
but then a pipsqueak detective like Naoto comes along and showed him how it was 


done. And that was another thing; why was Kanji avoiding eye contact with Naoto? 
Was he pissed at her about something too? 


“The culprit seems to have used a chemical to incapacitate me, but luckily | wasn't 
completely unconscious. | had been expecting a trick along those lines, so | was 
somewhat prepared. And of course, | was desperate to gather as much information 
as | could.” Naoto explained. Justin had to briefly wonder how the hell Naoto would 
even prepare for being chloroformed. What, you just sniff that stuff until you gain an 
immunity or something? | mean seriously. 


“No wonder you're an ace detective.” Teddie gushed like a child watching a 
superhero show. Hate to break it to Teddie, but not getting knocked out by a knock 
out drug does not make you an ace detective, nor does preparing for it. It means 
you knew you were going to get drugged and were stupid enough to still let it 
happen. Justin puffed some hot air out of his nose, as if laughing at the idea of 
Naoto being an ace detective. She was a criminal that got away with it because she 
wore a badge; nothing more. 


“That ain't something to be proud of. You are too damn calm about all this...” Justin 
nodded his head in slight agreement with Kanji, though for entirely different 
reasons. Justin thought it was despicable that Naoto could just go on with her life 
like she hadn’t just ruined someone else’s. 


“Judging by their actions and body type, I'd say the culprit is definitely a man. | 
heard no conversations or voices, so | believe he is acting alone. It's after that that 
things get murky... | felt a single impact, which | assume is when | was thrown 
inside the TV... But the time from kidnapping to that point seemed too short... It 
was a matter of minutes.” 


“So you were immediately thrown inside the TV after being kidnapped...” Chie 
remarked, musing on the matter. For a moment it sounded and looked as if she was 
onto something, like something about the comment had rubbed her the right way 
and jumpstarted her brain. In actuality, it had the exact opposite effect. “Oh! Could 
there have been a TV on the side of the road!?” Yeah, everyone shot Chie a glance 
as if that was the stupidest thing they had ever heard. Even Justin, who usually just 
laughed this stuff off thought it was stupid. Even MAYA; the girl who HAD a TV on 
the side of the road though that was fucking stupid. THAT’S how stupid the remark 
was. At least it was comedy gold. 


“Regrettably, my memory from there on is a blur... | finally understand why you all 
testified that you couldn't recall much of what happened. Such a bizarre experience, 
with mental and physical fatigue on top of it... It's only natural to be confused. And 
going by the surrounding circumstances, my kidnapping and everyone else's were 
near identical... There is no question that the culprit is the same in each case.” 
Naoto continued to muse on the matter, as if they didn’t already know that being 
thrown into a television was strange, or that it was one killer. Justin’s shadow had 


more or less confirmed it was one guy; though Justin wasn’t sure how the shadow 
knew that since he claimed to not know WHO the guy was. Either he was lying as 
usual, or there was something fishy going on there. 


“So... that Mitsuo boy, who said he killed King Moron...” Chie began to put the 
pieces together out loud. Justin thought it was pretty clear by this point that Mitsuo 
had been a copy cat killer. | mean, it had been established that he had only killed 
Marooka, right? And when he tried to take credit for everything else, it was because 
he was trying to imitate the original, to BE the original killer. Naoto nodded her head 
with confirmation. 


“Everything makes sense now. | can't say for sure until | gather more concrete 
evidence... But Mitsuo Kubo's only victim was Mr. Morooka. It was a copycat killing 
that mimicked the culprit's method.” Naoto explained for Chie, since clearly she was 
still out of the loop. You would think that the girl who had just found out about the 
other world would know less than the girl who had been with the team since the 
beginning; especially when the girl in question here was Naoto, but then, the OTHER 
girl in question was Chie, so it... sorta made sense? Not that Justin would ever say 
that to her face. “The question remains, though, as to how Kubo learned of that 
world.” 


“That's it! That's what was bothering me!” Chie shouted, jumping up from her seat 
as it suddenly struck her. Well at the very least it was nice to see she was slowly 
getting back on track with her train of thought, the thing that had been bugging her 
earlier coming to an actual conclusion and not, say, a television just sitting there on 
the sidewalk for no reason other than there being a television. “Mitsuo could enter 
the TV, right? Then why didn’t he kill King Moron that way?” And again, missed the 
mark entirely. At least her inquiries were a little more reasonable this time around. 


“| believe he didn't understand the other world as well as the true culprit. Even 
though | can now enter it myself, it wouldn't occur to me to use it for murder... And 
remember, the previous corpses left no sign that their deaths had anything to do 
with the other world. After Kubo became wanted, leaving him with nowhere to run, 
he probably thought for the first time... "What if | put my entire body into the TV?" 
The bizarre condition of the corpses that caused such commotion is probably 
because they died on the other side... It's a simpler explanation than figuring out 
why the killer would risk disposing of the bodies in such a way. Which means their 
inexplicable condition of being hung on a foggy day wasn't due to the culprit 
making a statement... Much of our speculation could be tested if we could ask Kubo 
in person. However...” Naoto slowly trailed off, a disappointed expression on her 
face. You know, Justin wasn’t entirely buying the whole ‘he just didn’t think to use it 
for murder’ angle, but hey, what the hell. Made a lot more sense than his theory 
had. Naoto cleared her throat before proceeding. “I've unfortunately been taken off 
the investigation. And | highly doubt that the police will believe any of this...” She 
declared after a while. Justin made a fist pump under the table, happy to see that 


SOME justice had been served. Nowhere near enough to justify what she had done, 
but it would all come around eventually. 


“They wouldn't admit that it wasn't Mitsuo in the first place... Once you've said 
something on TV, it's not easy to admit you were wrong.” Rise reasoned out loud. 
She would be the first person here to know what it was like to say something stupid 
on television anyway. Not that she ever said anything stupid, but you know how the 
paparazzi tries to misconstrue every single thing. Naoto nodded with complete 
agreement, almost begrudgingly in a way. You could tell she wasn’t satisified with 
the circumstances by which she had been dismissed from the case, perhaps not 
really realizing that when a case is closed, YOU DON’T STICK AROUND ON THE 
CASE! 


“| believe the primary cause of my dismissal was because | raised that possibility to 
them. The police won't readily concede that they made false charges... All the more 
so if the accused is a juvenile. In fact, the overwhelming sentiment within the police 
force is to end this case with his arrest.” Naoto remarked. She did raise a valid point 
though; admitting to arresting a teenager for murders he didn’t commit would be a 
PR nightmare, not to even mention the lawsuits. The Inaba Police Department would 
be broke within seconds if it slipped out that Mitsuo was innocent. 


“Even if it’s possible there’s another killer!?” Chie questioned with great shock. It 
always amazed Justin that Chie couldn’t really see how corrupt the police 
department was. She wanted to believe that the police just stood for justice and the 
good of the civilian populace. She never realized that there was such thing as a 
dirty cop or police politics; or if she did, she refused to acknowledge its existence. 
Ignorance was bliss after all. 


“Those dickheads... | had a feeling that would be the case. Not that | trusted 'em in 
the first place.” Kanji grumbled angrily. 


“Never trust a cop.” Justin and Kurt remarked in complete synchronization. Maya 
probably would have joined them if she wasn’t so busy being mute. It was a bit 
surprising if humorous in a way. And as pissed as Justin was to be in Naoto’s 
presence right now, he did have to admit, that did make him want to crack up a bit. 
So Kurt and Justin did what anyone would do in that kind of situation: high-five. 
Naoto shook her head with disgust. She was starting to see what Justin’s problem 
was. 


“But uh, Naoto... If you were that calm when it happened to you, couldn't you have, 
you know... I'm not saying you shoulda caught him, but isn't it kinda sad for an ace 
detective to go down that easily...?” Yosuke questioned after a moment. It wasn’t a 
very valid point, but Justin wasn’t going to say anything. Anything to put Naoto’s 
abilities into question was a-okay with him. 


“U-Um... Um... To tell you the truth, | was really scared... I-I'm sorry...” Justin 
scoffed a bit as Naoto apologized with embarrassment for not catching the killer. 
Yeah, you’re sorry for not stopping a mad man from kidnapping you, but you’re not 
sorry for trying to get him to kidnap you in the first place, or sorry for muting my 
sister for life, or putting all of our lives in danger. Fuck you; you’re not sorry about 
SHIT. 


“It can't be helped. None of us could resist the culprit, either. Don't forget, Naoto- 
kun is younger than us, and she's a girl.” Yukiko pointed out, perhaps believing she 
had a good point. You know, Justin could understand being younger or smaller; but 
being a girl had jackshit to do with how well she could defend herself. 


“Oooooh, she’s a girl so that suddenly means she can’t defend herself. Give me a 
break; Chie’s kicked holes in walls and Maya’s broken people’s legs.” Justin pointed 
out with slight irritation. Perhaps he shouldn’t be blaming Naoto for not catching the 
killer, and really he didn’t, but he wasn’t going to let her be defended by as weak an 
argument as that. Or at all really. She didn’t DESERVE to be defended by anyone; 
not even herself. Her actions were inexcusable. Naoto blushed with sight 
embarrassment at the conversation that had suddenly erupted over her gender and 
it’s effect on her combat abilities. 


“R-Regardless, | have no doubt that the culprit will continue with his attacks. We 
can only watch and wait for him to make the next move...” Naoto’s eyes slowly 
scanned across the group, cheeks still red as she considered her next words 
carefully, not even sure if she wanted to ask what she was about to. She probably 
shouldn't have all things considered. “But this is no longer a mere job, or someone 
else's affair. | want to know the truth of why we were targeted. Please allow me to 
join your effort.” Justin immediately jumped up with anger. That wasn’t happening. 


“Fuck no, and fuck you.” Justin remarked with irritation, scoffing at the girl. Most 
everyone was surprised, if not pissed off by Justin’s constant hostilities towards 
Naoto. It was one thing for him to not like the girl, it was another for him to 
constantly cause a scene like this. This was exactly the kind of shit that made Naoto 
suspect he was a goddamn murderer. Enough was enough. Yu groaned and rolled 
her eyes. 


“Calm down already, Justin.” Justin immediately begain to glare at Yu, intense 
disapproval in his eyes. He was going to side with Naoto after all she had done to 
fuck them over? After she had disabled Maya for life? There’s an old saying... The 
enemy of my enemy is my friend... So does that make the friend of my enemy my 
enemy? For Justin, it was an accurate statement. If Yu was going to side with Naoto, 
side with the bitch who had ruined Maya’s life, then he was no friend of Justin’s. And 
to think Justin used to trust this guy. 


“Calm down? Calm down!? You know what Yu, let me tell you something; after what 
Naoto did she had enough nerve to even show up her and talk to us like we were 


best buds, but then she has the audacity to try and barge her way into this team? 
And you're siding with her? You’re both disgraces!” Justin countered with anger. Yu 
shook his head, calmly but sternly. He had dealt with Justin’s anger plenty times in 
the past, and he let it go because he just figured Justin meant nothing by it; but 
enough was enough. Naoto of course just seemed confused. Maya... hadn’t tried 
using sign-language at all around Naoto, so to her, it just seemed like Maya was 
being quiet. She was completely unaware that she was... well... disabled for life. 


“I’m sorry, | don’t think | follow.” Naoto remarked bluntly, pissed by Justin’s 
outburst, but curious all the same. Usually when he exploded like this around her he 
at least had a reason. Now he just seemed angry because Naoto was Naoto and he 
didn’t want her barging in on his turf. Steam was practically shooting out of Justin’s 
nostrils with anger as Naoto clearly had no idea why he was pissed; as if she didn’t 
even see what was wrong with what she did. 


“Oh you don’t know? You don’t FUCKING know!?” Justin grit his teeth together for a 
moment before angrily shifting his eyes over to Maya. “Talk.” Maya’s eyes 
immediately widened with slight horror, heart thumping slowly but heavily. She 
already knew where this was going, and he already knew she didn’t like when he 
brought attention to that. Especially just as a weapon for his damn blood feud. Maya 
bit her bottom lip as she stared deeply into Justin’s eyes, his hate filled eyes. “... 
TALK!” Justin shouted again. By this point people in the food court were starting to 
stare. At the Investigation Team. At Justin. At Maya. She slowly began to tear up as 
all eyes fell upon her. She had never been more embarrassed, so... afraid in all her 
life. And yet Justin continued to push her for information he already knew. “Oh 
what’s that? You can’t?” 


“Goddammit, enough!” Yosuke stood up. He had been watching with indifference 
but a moment earlier, just figuring this was another one of Justin’s temper 
tantrums... but the moment he started yelling at Maya, the second he made her cry, 
that was when he lost it. Justin leaned forward on the table aggravated, ignoring 
Yosuke and staring straight at Naoto. 


“This is YOUR fault. Because of you and your FUCKING plan, she’s never going to 
speak again. And then you have the nerve, to not only come here and try to be our 
friends, but you don’t even say sorry. Go fuck yourself you bitch.” Justin snarled 
once again. At first everyone thought this was just Justin blowing steam, but as he 
went on and on, he slowly began to turn the table against him, one at a time. They 
could admire why he was angry... They couldn’t admire what he was doing about it 
though. It wasn’t long before the only people not angry at Justin were Naoto, who 
was shocked, Teddie, who didn’t have an angry bone in his body (or bones at all), 
and Chie... And even then, she was getting there. 


“I... | didn’t know, |...” Naoto stammered, caught off guard by the sudden 
revelation, embarrassed, filled with sorrow. She didn’t expect her plan to... to hurt 


anyone. She just thought it would draw out the killer not... not whatever happened 
to Maya. Justin twisted his head angrily to the side. 


“Enough Justin!” Yu finally shouted losing his temper. You know when Yu lost his 
temper you’ve fucked up big time. He was just always so calm and collected that he 
almost never shouted about anything... But he was now, which meant the line had 
long been crossed, that even he couldn’t stand back and watch this. “You’re angry, | 
get that. But you know something? What happened in there isn’t her fault; in fact, if 
it wasn’t for her this killer would still be out there killing and we’d have no goddamn 
idea. So I’m sorry what happened happened, but you need to get the fuck over it.” 
Yu shifted his gaze to Naoto for a brief moment, who was trying to hide her face 
beneath her hat, embarrassed and just... well... she didn’t know how to feel about 
Maya. She wasn’t sure what she did, but... God she regretted it. Sorry would bea 
huge understatement. “And Naoto WILL be joining us whether you like it or not.” 
Justin chuckled with disbelief, shaking his head as he stepped back away from the 
table. 


“Okay... Okay | get it... | get it...” Justin remarked nodding his head. The angry 
gazes that had been passed around the table slowly began to soften, suspecting 
that Justin was slowly regaining control of his temper again. Which was a good thing 
because they didn’t need his shadow coming out and doing something stupid. What 
had happened instead, however, they couldn’t say was a much better alternative. 
Justin stuck his hand into his pocket, shuffling around his possessions in search of 
something. It was only a moment before he found it... and tossed on the table. It 
was his pair of glasses, the ones he used in the television. 


“1 quit.” 


